MODERN TRAVEL

the driver! if he, the conductor, had shouted!
A poor woman ! Not another train ! What was
she going to do ! her ticket ? And no money.
A poor woman------

There was a train back to Cagliari that night,
said the conductor, at which the fat man nearly
burst out of his clothing like a bursting seed-
pod. He bounced on his seat. What good was
that ? What good was a train back to Cagliari,
when their home was in Snelli! Making matters
worse------

So they bounced and jerked and argued at one
another to their hearts' content. Then the
conductor retired, smiling subtly, in a way they
have. Our fat friend looked at us with hot, angry,
ashamed, grieved eyes and said it was a shame.
Yes, we chimed, it was a shame. Whereupon a
self-important miss who said she came from some
Collegio at Cagliari advanced and asked a number
of impertinent questions in a tone of pert sym-
pathy. After which our fat friend, left alone,
covered his clouded face with his hand, turned his
back on the world, and gloomed.

It had all been so dramatic that in spite of
ourselves we laughed, even while the queen-bee
shed a few tears.

Well, the journey lasted hours. We came to
a station, and the conductor said we must get out:
these coaches went no further. Only two coaches
would proceed to Mandas. So we climbed out
with our traps, and our fat friend with his saddle-
bag, the picture of misery.

The one coach into which we clambered was
rather crowded. The only other coach was most
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